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But she was not in my thoughts on that ill-fated night of
nights. I was distressed and wakeful. I paced here upon
the terrace, and finally descended to the terrace below, on
the mill-roof by the river.
"One thing you must understand before I continue,
else I could not speak at all. The horror which followed
was of the soul. The hurt which my Yamile suffered was
inflicted upon the spirit alone.
"Yamile, of course, lay sleeping up here—yonder in
the Jiareem. I was down there—in the late night—when
I heard her sudden cry. And then a dreadful silence.
"My heart stopped in its beating. Then I shouted, and
strength returned to me as I climbed upward. Others
had already rushed to the terrace. Together we ran to
the corridor of the liareem, and I tore back the curtain,
while they stopped behind me.
ftlt was not dark. The little night lamps were burn-
ing. My daughter lay as if lifeless among the cushions
of her divan, and kneeling over her, with his chained
hands clasped, was the demented Daidan Helmy. But
his face was not mad or evil. It was calm, as if illumined.
He did not see me or lift his eyes, but he had heard the
rushing of our feet in the corridor, for he said in a gentle
whisper: 'Hush! Be still. Walk softly on tiptoe, for
my lady sleeps/
"But then he raised his eyes and saw me, and a rage
came upon him, and he leaped to his feet, and sought to
strike me dead with his heavy chains. I rushed upon him
and held him and called the brethren to my aid, and we
overcame him. After breaking the chain which had held
him, he had wandered by chance through the corridors*
and coming upon the sleeping girl, in the dim light, he

